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POEMS. 



TO PAPA, 



ON HIS BIRTHDAY. 



Jr ATHER ! I view the heavens fair ; 
The myriad lights — ^they are not there : 
See, there is nought in yon clear sky. 
Save one bright star that hangs on high. 
Thou know'st 't is said that those who gaze 
First on that star's unclouded blaze, 
May wish, and in that heaven-lit fire 
There 's power to grant what they desire. 
Tell me, while beams that peaceful ray, 
For what boon, Father! shall t pray ? 



B 



I will not wish for wealth for thee, 

For wealth is ofttimes misery ; 

And rank and power — ^they cannot bless, 

And grandeur brings not happiness. 

Contentment will I wish for thee. 

Joyful in every state to be ; 

That long thy tender Wife may share 

And soften for thee every care ; 

That we, thy Children, e'er may be 

Affectionate and good to thee, 

And in our every action prove 

Not undeserving of thy love : 

Above all. Father ! will I pray. 

That when is past life's changeful day. 

Thy soul, from this world flown afar. 

May rest in Heaven, like that sweet star. 



To Sir Robert FUxWygram, Bart., D.C.L. 



THE SEASONS 



CHILD. 



In the sweet Summer all the flowers 
Look so beautiful and bright. 

The days are all so long and fair. 

It seems as though there were no night. 



The gilded butterfly is rocked 
By zephyrs in his roseate bower ; 

The sky is all so blue, it seems 

As though the clouds forgot to lower. 



O why does Autumn ever come. 

To make such heavenly things decay ? 

O Mother ! why come Wintry hours. 
To make such bright days pass away ? 
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MOTHER. 



My Child ! the flowers fade away, 
To teach us that we all must die. 

To mind us, by their swift decay. 
Of our own sure " mortality." 

CHILD. 

But, Mother ! when the Winter 's past. 
And when the cold wind howls no more, 

O then they bud anew, and seem 

More beauteous than they were before. 



Then with the joy-enkindling sun 
Return the hours of mirth and bliss ; 

Then smiles the blue unclouded sky : 
O tell me, Mother ! why is this ? 



MOTHER. 



My Child ! the flowers bloom again. 

To mind us of eternity ; 
To show we die, again to live ; 

To show our " immortality." 



FRIENDSHIP. 



Ah ! where within the human breast, 

Within the spirit's frame. 
Glows there a fire as calm, as pure, 

As Friendship 8 cherished flame ? 



Is it within the world's gay courts. 
In Splendour's dazzling fane, — 

Is it upon the flattering lip, 

That Friendship holds her reign ? 



Can it be found amid those friends. 

Like birds of faithless wing. 
That quit with summer hours the groves. 

To hail another spring ? 



Shall it be sought amid the lands 
Where sparkling gems abound. 

Where Earth her brilliant treasure pours, 
And empty songs resound ? 



No : *t is the star that through life's day 

Still pours its hidden light. 
But in its brightest lustre burns 

In sorrow's darkest night. 



A HYMN OF PRAISE, 



O PRAISE the Lord, all ye his works ! 

For ever bless his name, 
Who formed Creation's wondrous mass, 

Who reared its mighty frame. 



O praise the Lord, thou glorious sun ! 

Enrobe Him with thy light : 
Praise thou the Lord, thou calm pure orb, 

Chaste empress of the night ! 



Praise ye the Lord, ye ocean seas ! 

Enlarge your narrow bound : 
Ye rolling thunders ! roar ; and you. 

Ye lightnings ! flash around. 
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And praise Him, man, ungrateful man ! 

The fountain of thy joy ; 
O emulate the angel choir. 

Be praise thy chief employ. 



HOPE 



Ah ! what is Hope, some false, — bright dream. 

Some fleeting, visionary bliss? 
Is it a taste of Heaven's blest hours, 

To cheer us in a world like this ? 



Is it the transient, fading beam 

Which bursts dark sorrow's shades. 

That, like the sun's last parting ray. 
Once faintlj" gleams, then fades ? 



Like that fair tree on India's shores 
Whose shades alluring lie. 

But to repose beneath its leaves 
Is, slumbering there, to die. 
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E'en such the earthborn hope of man, 

Vision of joy too bright: 
The last pale ray but plainer marks 

The gathering clouds of night. 



But heavenly Hope, the guiding star 
Which points to realms of joy, 

Claims brighter hours of cloudless bliss, 
Which grief shall ne'er alloy. 
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SIMILES. 



As the fair rosebud's brightened hue, 
As the pale lily fraught with dew, 
As the pure morning's cloudless sun. 
As the chaste beams from Dian's throne,- 
Ah ! such is man, whose life is past 
Like the swift lightning's vivid blast : 
The withered rose's beauty 's gone. 
The dew is dried in summer's sun, 
Fair Nature's face is clouded o'er. 
The ray is past, and man 's no more. 



c 2 



12 



EVENING 



The star of evening sheds its rays ; 

The pale moon faintly gleams ; 
The zephyrs soft on silent wing 

Float in its hallowed beams. 



All, all is mute : the angry winds 
Breathe not the swelling storm ; 

Fair Peace amid the starry host 
Has reared her angel form. 



When gazing o'er the ethereal blue, 

The fair robe of the sky, 
The glistening moon to Earth appears 

Her diadem on high. 



13 



I sigh, I long to fly, to rove 
In the pure aether flood. 

Beyond the shadowy clouds to find 
My spirit's blest abode. 
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THE SUMMER'S EVE 



Is there an hour on this sad earth 
like those to angels given, 

*T is when on summer s calm still eve 
The spirit soars to Heaven ; 



When the moon pours her silvery beam 
O'er flowing stream and fountain. 

And heaven-lit stars are shining bright 
O'er distant wood and mountain. 



E'en while I list the warbling notes 

Of Philomel's sweet lay, 
'T is as th' eternal song of Heaven 

Poured from those realms of day. 
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O that my soul might be as calm 

As summers moon-lit eve, 
That gently Death, as evening's close, 

May bear me to my grave ! 
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THE EASTERN STAR 



In sorrow's dark and fearful hour 
What bids us look to higher power 1 
When sin's dark shades and night surround. 
And doubts and darkness reign around, 
What heavenly light then bursts the gloom, 
And bids us flee the sinner's doom ? 



When the broad paths of vice we've trod, 

What light has marked the way to God, 

As when the pilot on the main 

By stars has steered to land again ? 

In all our griefs a light afar 

Guides us to God, — the Eastern Star. 
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TO THE SCEPTIC. 



Proud sceptic! darest thou still maintain 
That no Great Being holds his reign, 
That none o'errules the seas, the earth. 
That no great Power gave them birth ? 
Who bids the angry tempest rise ? 
Who spreads with swelling clouds the skies? 
Who guides the lightning's flash around. 
Or bids the awful thunders sound ? 
Unthinking man ! and canst thou view 
The heavens, enrobed in purest blue. 
Canst thou behold the bright sun roll 
Its glorious orb from pole to pole. 
Gaze on the moon's bright silvery flood. 
And still maintain there is no God ? 
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Let thy unhallowed lips proclaim 
Thine own, the atheist's fearful name ; 
Yet Conscience, at thy latest hour, 
Shall bid thee own a sovereign Power. 
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THE ADIEU OF 



THE EX-KING OF FRANCE 



TO HIS COUNTRY. 



Far o'er the bright blue curling wave. 
From Grallia*8 joyous shore, 

Exiled from thee, fair balmy clime. 
Parted for evermore ! 



Away from thee, my native land. 

My home of infancy. 
The scene of all my joys — but now 

The scene of misery ! 

d2 



20 



An exile sad I wander on. 
Fallen, unblest, unsought ; 

The memory of my peaceful home 
But mocks each bitter thought. 



O Death ! then, come ! most welcome come 

E'en in thy darkest form ! 
Come in the earthquake or the flood, 

Come riding on the storm ! 



Farewell then, blissful scenes ! farewell. 
Loved shores ! though loved in vain. 

Ave Marie ! may I a crown 

In Heaven's blest courts regain ! 
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A HYMN 



When morning's gladsome light has chased 

Night's sable clouds away, 
And each bright bird on gilded wing 

Has poured his first sweet lay ; 



When the bright sun in noontide fair 
Has poured his heaven-born light, 

When the pale moon, more calm, more pure. 
Shines on, majestic, bright; 



When evening's shadowy veil is cast 
O'er Nature's hallowed reign, — 

Then teach me. Lord ! to praise thee more. 
And lead me to thy fane. 
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And thus through every passing hour 
Praised be thy name, O Lord ! 

That name, so mighty, glorious, great. 
Eternally adored ! 
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A HYMN 



When the bright silvery moon shines fair. 
When glittering stars that hang in air 

Shine purely, calmly, heavenly, clear. 
Think, think on God ! 



When night's dark shades have passed away, 
When light once more awakes the day. 

When birds begin their carols gay, 
Then think on God ! 



When tempests dark o'erspread the sky, 
When swelling clouds have burst on high. 

List, list to Nature's awful cry, 
And think on God ! 
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When evening fair is lost in night, 
When morning with returning light, 

Smiling o'er all, shines softly bright. 
Think, think on God ! 
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AUTUMN 



Where are the fair green leaves of spring? 

Are they all passed away ? 
Where are the timid flowers that sprung 

To hail the sun's bright ray ? 



Where is the mantling, blushing hue 
Which decked each herb and flower ? 

Is that too faded, blasted, fled, 

'Neath autumn's withering power ? 



E'en such is man, a bright spring leaf, 
A passing summer flower ; 

To him life's autumn soon must come. 
His spring too soon be o'er. 



E 
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Where are the youthful and the fair? 

Where are the bright, the gay ? 
As withered leaves by autumn shed 

Are lifeless, so are they. 
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WHAT 18 LIFE? 



What is life ? A ray that sends 

Its troubled splendour o'er the earth ; 

A floweret, fading ere it blooms, 
And blighted from its very birth : 



A beam of light, too swiftly past ; 

A bubble bursting into air ; 
A leaf borne by the wintry wind ; 

A rainbow's beam, so passing fair : 



A blossom withered in the bud; 

The fire that 's from a censer given ; 
A dream of restless slumbering ; 

A spark whose upshot is to Heaven. 
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THE BUTTERFLY 



To be born with the first breath of spring. 
To die with the death of the rose, 

To ride on the zephyr's bright wing. 

Where the blue flood of light ever flows ; 



To be rocked on the bosom of flowers, 
To bask in the azure so bright, 

To float in all sunshiny hours 

Like a breath to the confines of light ; 



To live, while the suns beaming ray 
Smiles bright o'er the floweret's bloom ; 

To die, when the rose fades away, — 
This, this is the Butterfly's doom. 



29 



THE BLACKBIRD 



AND 



THE GLOW-WORM 



T WAS evening, and the golden light 
Of Sol was fading into night. 
When the dim shadowy groves among 
A starry Glow-worm moved along. 
O'erflowing with his youthful pride, 

, In boastful accents thus he cried : 

" King of insects here I shine! 

" Where 's the light can vie with mine ? 

" What more radiant or more fair 

** Than my softly beaming star 1 



? 
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" Countless suns, that worlds admire, 
" Steal from me their glowing fire ; 
" Yon pure orb that hangs on high 
" Reigns the glow-worm of the sky." 
He ceased, when on a neighbouring spray 
A Blackbird perched perceived the ray, 
And, stooping from his leafy height. 
Swallowed the Glow-worm and his light. 
Ah ! hadst thou not so brightly shone. 
Thou mightst have lived unseen, unknown ; 
For of thy fate the cause we deem. 
Poor Worm ! thy vainly boasted beam. 
O happier far had been for thee 
A life of meek obscurity. 



Imitated from the French of Dorat. 
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THE COURT OF DEATH. 



Kino Death, the dark and grisly king, 
A general council held one day 

At his old court in Tartarus : 

He wished to choose a new " Premier". 



He wished for one who knew the art 
Of killing all both near and far. 

As candidates for this high place 

Appeared first, Fevers, Gout and War. 



Most useful subjects all were these. 

And all well known in Hell and Earth ; 

So Death received them graciously, 
In honour of their long-tried worth. 
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At last arrived there Pestilence : 
All owned her dire, resistless sway ; 

Death balanced long among them all. 
But still thought wiser to delay. 



Just then from out of Charon's boat 
Stept forth a certain Mr. Todd ; 

And Death, without another doubt, 
Decided on the OUapod ! 



f3. 



[" There is an anecdote somewhere of a Swiss maiden, of which I recollect suffi- 
" cient to illustrate the subject. Her lover was dead ; and, with a romantic feeling 
" peculiar to her country, she had suspended his lute in a corner of her apartment, 
" with all those melancholy recollections with which the Children of Israel 'sat 
" down and wept by the waters of Babylon.' Here, as it hung in otherwise sacred 
" silence, she perceived that whenever she played on her own, the lute of her lover 
" returned a mournt\il sound ; and the delighted maid spent hour after hour in 
" thus drawing forth its tone, fondly imagining it to be the spirit of her departed 
" friend, which hovered affectionately around the scene of his former pleasures. In 
" an unfortunate moment an officious philosopher dissolved the charm : he told her 
" that it proceeded only from a simple principle of sound; that when a musical 
" chord was strongly touched, its kindred chord, wherever situated within its reach, 
" would often reply. The intelligence overwhelmed the disappointed girl: she 
" gained a truth indeed, but it broke her heart." — Life of John Bunyan, in the Pil- 
grim's Progress.] 



Where the bright clusters of the purple vine 

Droop from the boughs, which graceful tendrils twine; 

Where dark-eyed maidens oft, the groves among, 

Lead the light dance or swell the joyous song ; 

Where the huge cypress rears its sable crest. 

And murmuring fountains lull the soul to rest; 

There, wrapt in silent grief, with tearful eye, 

A maiden sat in hopeless misery. 

No more for her the orange-flowers shall bloom. 
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Or citron-groves exhale their sweet perfume ; 

Each early hope that brightly, briefly shone, 

Each summer dream of bliss, for ever gone : 

Joy ne'er again shall light those tearful eyes. 

Soothe that sad heart, or quell those mournful sighs. 

Where yonder flow'rets pine in shadovry gloom 

Behold her lover's grave ! the lowly tomb 

Of him, who sought a purer, brighter sphere. 

Yet left that faithful heart to linger here. 

Their lutes neglected rest on Memory's shrine. 

Sacred to him who once, fair girl ! was thine. 

To him whose strains once raised the crimson dye 

On that pure cheek of maiden modesty. 

Yes ! oft those warbling wires by him were strung. 

To tell that love which since her heart hath wrung. 

And hark ! again she wakes those plaintive notes. 

And thro' the echoing grove the mournful cadence floats. 



Thou rt gone into a brighter sphere. 
And I am left to mourn thee here ; 

This joyless world is now to me 
A scene of changeless misery. 



I seek not now on earth for bliss ; 

Here all is gloom and wretchedness : 
But peace shall yet return to me 

When Death hath made this spirit free. 

Yes, my own love ! we meet again 

Where tears are not, nor grief, nor pain : 

Then welcome. Death ! In realms above 
Be ours a never-ending love ! 

She ceased : then wildly starting gazed around. 

For the dark grove returned a mournful sound. 

As if the spirit of the chords replied 

And told of him whom Death had glorified. 

And that some blessed angel hovered near. 

To guard that loved one, lingering, sorrowing here. 

One glance she cast to Heaven, then to her breast 

With rapture that prophetic lyre she pressed ; 

One last long sigh exhaled her fleeting breath. 

One smile of love she gave, and closed her eyes in death. 
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TOSKATNAY. 



'T WAS even's lovely hour, the mellowed light 

Was slowly deepening into sable night ; 

Their louder strains the warbling songsters stay, 

To list to Philomela's gentler lay : 

And there was peace in air, in earth, and sky, 

Save one wild groan of frenzied agony. 

Save the deep rapid's rude tempestuous roar 

Bursting in tumult on the beetling shore. 

There, where no power can aid, no arm can save. 

Tossed on the bosom of the angry wave, 

Lo ! dimly seen beneath the moonbeam pale, 

A bark bounds onward with the breezy gale ; 

A female form, the whitening spray among, 

Or guides or fain would guide its course along. 
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Oh ! Heaven defend her with protecting power. 
And ward the perils of that fearful hour ! 
High on the rocky shore the Chieftain stood. 
With frantic gesture gazing o'er the flood : 
He who had once repulsed her fond caress. 
Had scorned her love, remorseless, pitiless. 
Oh ! now would he have given his life's last breath 
To save his wife, his guileless child from death. 
But no ! he sued in vain ; with woman's pride 
She nerved her aching heart, and thus replied : 
" Proud, heartless man ! ere at Ambition's shrine 
" Thy vows were paid, thou fondly call'dst me thine, 
" Thine till a nobler bride usurped thy heart, 
" And bid thy wife and thee for e'er to part. 
" Shall glory — for whose sake thou spurn'st the sigh, 
" The tear of true love and fidelity — 
" Shall glory blunt the piercing, probing sting 
"Of keen remorse, and heartfelt pleasure bring 1 
" Ah, no ! it cannot be ; no joy shall now 
" Thy hearth revisit or unbend thy brow : 
" Go gaze, proud Chief! upon the whirling deep ; 
" 'Tis there thy wife, thy spotless child shall sleep." 
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She paused ; the echoing rocks responsive rang, 
While thus in plaintive strains she wildly sang : 

A fearful cloud hath passed o'er 

And chased my hope's young dream ; 

The brightening rays of joy no more 
Must o'er this sad heart gleam. 

O life ! once blest, once cherished life ! 

Where now thy charms for me ? 
Toskatnay's fond, forsaken wife 

Is doomed to misery. 

Soon shall the darkening waves have rolled 
Their woe-fraught victim o'er ; 

Soon shall these lips in death be cold, 
My song be heard no more. 

The Spirit calls : 'mid dashing toatfi, 

'Mid booming waves I hear 
Tlie welcome sound that calls me home 

To another, brighter sphere. 



1 
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Yes ! go, Toskatnay ! and forget 
In proud ambition's course 

Thy hapless wife : go ! drown regret 
And maddening remorse. 



And thou, my child ! thou It happier be 

In the fair bowers above. 
Than living on to die like me 

From unrequited love. 



She ceased : the silvery foam, her pure white shroud. 
Now played around her ; now the waters loud 
Her dirge began, as nearer still the bark 
Flew to the vortex of the torrent dark. 
Ah ! where is she ? The eddying waters roar ; 
The billows' tumult wakes her now no more : 
The Indian maids relate her awful doom. 
Her grave the waters, and the rocks her tomb. 
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ON THE BURNING 



OF THE 



HOUSES OF PARLIAMENT 



Mourn, mourD, proud City ! for thy glory mourn ; 

Mourn for thy pride, thine ancient edifice ; 

Mourn that the monument of Stephen's power, 

That noble pile, that it hath fallen thus. 

'T was night, and peacefully the Sun had sunk 

To rest in glory, and o'er all had flung 

His parting beams, unconscious that those walls 

O'er which for centuries he loved to gaze, 

And mantle in his purest floods of light, 
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Would, ere again he rose, be sunk in dark 
And blackened ruin. 

Rise not, thou Sun ! ah! rise not to behold 
Thy glory fallen, but let darksome Night 
Spread her dusk pinions o'er the awful scene; 
Bid her dim shades their misty veil shed forth, 
And hide from earth the melancholy tale. 
Sudden and fiercely broke th' impetuous fire ; 
With raging fury, fanned by gales, it rose 
High on the air, and wreaths of curHng smoke. 
In blackened columns, hid from mortal eyes 
The light of Heaven. It seemed to be as one 
Wild waging war betwixt the elements ; 
And Desolation on her ashy couch 
Presiding sat, pale empress of the scene. 

Flame rose on flame as though th* Almighty's arm 
Those flames had sent, a judgement on the heads 
Of those who dared His hallowed walls profane. 

When bigot Mary, with her bloody train, 
Held England's sceptre, and with ruthless zeal 
Bound to the burning pile or torturing rack 
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The lowly followers of a purer creed, 

Did England flourish ? No ; but when her crown 

Graced of Elizabeth the milder brow, 

Proudly aloft Britannia's laurels waved. 

E'en thus t is now ; unnumbered years those walls 

Have seen, united in one pure belief. 

Nobles of England meet in counsel grave ; 

But now 't is changed, and other faith unsound 

And varied creeds that sacred pile profane ; 

Disdaining now Britannia's sons to hear. 

Those hallowed walls no more their shelter yield. 

Alas, proud pile ! full oft hast thou beheld 
The gallant Warrior in the pride of arms, 
^^^K That mighty soul* beneath whose genius bent 

^^^H Europe's proud tyrant, Gallia's Emperor, 

^^^H And him, the hero o'er whose tomb still waves 

^M wa 
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Sir Henry CoUey of Castle Carberry in the reign of Queen Elizabeth married 
Anne second daughter of His Grace Adam Loftus Lord Archbishop of Dublin, 
whose descendants assimied the name and arms of Wellesley, and was ancestor of 
His Grace- the Duke of Wellington. Sir Robert FitzWygrara's great-grandmother 
was Margaret Loftus, sister of Nicholas Viscount Loftus of Ely and Baron Lofhis 
of Loftus Hall, County Wexford, of the same Noble family. 




These hast thou seen, and, more, the immortal Pitt*, 
The noble Chatham, and those master-minds 
Who like to beacons in their day have been. 
Or meteors in the darksome night, to show 
That path of honour which they knew so well. 

Oh ! for a Pitt, a Canning now, for one 
Whose noble soul might soar above the mean 
And grovelling thought of wealth or power, and with 
True patriot zeal and danger-fearless soul 
Might prop with Glory's arm the tottering Throne ! 
Oh ! for a pilot through this stormy sea. 
Through Tumult's waves and dark Sedition's rocks, 
One who, despising wealth and power as nought. 
Would hazard all, to save his native land, 
And, if he fail, rejoice with her to fall ! 



* The late Sir Robert Wigram, Bart., represented the City of Wexford in the 
first IiDperial Parliament, and with two sons in successive Parliaments gave a uni- 
form support to the principles of the Pitt Administration. 
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ADIEU 



Why speaks such grief that little word ? 

Why draws it e'en a tear ? 
It tells of parting from the loved. 

From those we hold most dear. 



E'en hardened hearts can scarce suppress 

Affection's deep-drawn sigh, 
When lingering o'er the mournful hour 

Which bursts each dearest tie. 



The heart, as Memory flings its dream, 
Now heaves the unbidden sigh ; 

The tear that ne'er has risen there 
Now trembles in the eye. 



45 



Adieu ! Alas, how sad that word ! 

'T is sorrow's darkest hour, 
When all the loving and the loved 

Must feel its mournful power. 
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THE SUTTEES. 



If, o'er the human breast their peaceful reign 

Compassion mild and Mercy still maintain. 

If in the heart one pitying virtue glows. 

One spark of sorrow for another's woes ; 

Spurn not the tale yon death-fraught pile proclaims, 

The fearful crackling of yon distant ilames ; 

Spurn not the fate yon deep-drawn sighs unveil, 

Borne on the pinions of the zephyr gale. 

From England's happier shores and peaceful sky 

To distant regions, sunburnt climes, I fly ; 

Where the wild Indian, in his lonely cell, 

Mocks the sad accents of the funeral knell ; 

Where deafening shouts, where barbarous cries resound. 

And Superstition bathes the blood-stained ground. 
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Say, ye fair nymphs who 'mid Castalian bowers 
Gently repose and mock the fleeting hours, 
If e'er, chance tempted by the balmy gales. 
Ye 've sought repose in India's sunny vales, — 
If e'er, beneath the palm-tree shade reclined, 
Ye've caught strange moanings wafted by the wind, — 
Say, for ye know it well, what magic art 
Steels the fierce soul and nerves the widow's heart. 
What bliss ideal lights the ardent eye. 
Kindles the soul, and stifles every sigh. 
Does bold Affection, firm unto the last. 
Warm every vein, and make life's blood flow fast ! 
Or has dread Superstition thus imprest 
Her reckless influence on the female breast ? 
Exiled afar from Albion's seagirt isle, 
'Mid India's sands she rears the burning pile : 
There still her savage unrelenting reign. 
Fraught with new dread, her blood-bathed priests retain ; 
Some Maya's'"' mystic hand obscures their sight. 
Or Sceva '" clouds their souls in endless night : 
Exulting Ignorance o'er the scene presides. 
Spreads her dark mist, and God and man divides ; 
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Smiles as each victim views her hour draw nigh, 
Ashamed to linger, though afraid to die ; 
Smiles as in turn the fury Passions rise 
And fiercely fan the blazing sacrifice ; 
While meek Religion, sorrowing o'er the tomb, 
With tears bewails the erring Pagan's doom. 
Yet what to him is fife's dull dreary space ? 
No verdant spot his fettered soul can trace ; 
Witness the Brahmin 'neath some palm-tree shade 
For countless years in one dull silence laid ; 
On rapid wing through airy visions borne, 
By phantom joys elate, or suffering torn ; 
No jewelled diadem, no golden vest. 
Binds his loose locks or glitters on his breast ; 
His trembling hand the holy Veda''* bears. 
O'er his dark form the sacred Zennar'*' glares ; 
And still, though broken down, infirm, and old. 
He braves the burning heat and midnight cold. 
And, till life's blood forsakes his mouldering form. 
Dares the winged lightning and the angry storm. 
Tell me, kind Nature ! in that last extreme, 
What glittering rays, what fancied visions beam 1 
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Does Vishnu's''' blissful state their souls inspire! 
Or earthly pangs appease dread Yama's*"' ire ? 
Say, with what hopes their anxious bosoms teem, 
What vain delusion this, what flattering dream 1 
Fond flattering dream, that yet beyond the skies, 
Absorbed in Brahma's essence, they shall rise. 

Sacred to Vishnu, near the Ganges' bed. 
The Idol Temple rears its gorgeous head ; 
There through the stillness of the midnight air 
The aged Fakir breathes the mystic prayer. 
While gathered pilgrims, with mysterious song. 
Swell their full voices and the strain prolong. 
Thence to proud Juggernaut they wend their way, 
And crown with blood his dread triumphal day ; 
Where martyred thousands bathe his path in gore, 
Or sink beneath his wheels, to rise no more. 

O that for ever dark Oblivion's night 
Could veil these horrors from th' averted sight ! 
Though oft Britannia, with maternal fear. 
Fondled vain hopes, and shed the generous tear. 
Still wild Destruction swept th' ensanguined plain. 
And drooping Science reared her head in vain ; 




Still for more blood th' insatiate Gunga'" cried, 
Narayen'"' gloried, and the Widow died. 

Hark ! what shrill sounds in distant murmurs roar ! 
Loud cymbals ring upon the reedy shore. 
And thronging crowds roll on their lengthening train, 
Like the dark waters of the stormy main. 
On Granges' verdant banks they slowly meet. 
Where Cusa''' smiles, and Durva'"' glads their feet. 
Flow on, proud stream ! beneath thy dark abyss 
Receive the claimant of immortal bliss ; 
Plow on, thou refluent tide ! and bid thy wave 
The hapless widow's whitening ashes lave. 
She comes ; glad Brahmins lead the murderous way. 
And grasp with ruthless fangs their trembling prey : 
She comes; e'en Brahma'"' hails his destined prize, 
Rides on the clouds, and thundering cleaves the skies. 
As when on earth's last great stupendous day 
His milk white steed shall wing his fiery way. 
And Kalki's warrior sword, with fury hurled. 
Shall shake the fabric of this trembling world. 

But who is he, impelled by lawless force. 
Bending his onward steps with lingering course ? 
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H Dimmed is his eye, bedewed with filial tears ; 

P His mournful brow bespeaks the name he bears. 

Tis he! the child of many an anxious fear, 

First, best-loved object of maternal care ; 

By barbarous rites compelled the torch to wave. 

And light his living parent to the grave. 

Illfated youth ! O stay thy murderous hand, 

Nor let such hell-born rites pollute the land ! 

Vain, fruitless hope ! e'en now with many a blow 

The hammers ring ; the ponderous axes glow ; 

The fiery pile is reared ; the bigot son 

With quivering hand the last dread task has done. 

Thrice from his nerveless arm the torch he dropt. 

By chill dismay, by sickening horror stopt; 

Thrice to great Om''"' he breathed the silent prayer, 

Then raised the flame triumphant o'er despair. 

But hark ! loud beats the drum, the trumpet's blast 

Warns that the tide of life is ebbing fast : 

Far through the regions of the cloudless skies 

The circling flames in playful transports rise ; 

Nor rise in vain ; e'en now the deed is done. 

The widowed victim's earthly course is run ; 
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Her vivid eye is closed, her faultering voice 1 


With its last breath has bid her friends rejoice ; ^ 


To Swerga's^'^' blest retreats she wings her way, 


To join her partner in the realms of day, 


Where fair Apsaras'"' 'mid the radiant bowers 


Lead the light dance and chase the roseate hours. 


Where virtuous bhss, where endless joys abound. 


And fierce Asuras*"' flee the hallowed ground. 


Not such her fate who shuns the fearful hour. 


Braves Indra's'"' wrath and Dherma Rajah's*"' power, 


Who lingers on a few short bitter years 


Of pain and sorrow in this vale of tears : ^^j 


On earth she lives dishonoured ; dies unblest ; ^^H 


Life's weary traveller, and Death's welcome guest. ■ 


Avaunt, fell Superstition ! hide thy head 1 


Deep in the martyred blood thy sons have shed : 


Avaunt, fell tyrant of the savage breast! ^^H 


Unheard, yet felt; unseen, but yet confest; ^^H 


Throughout the fabric of thy giant frame ^^^| 


For ever varying, in effect the same, ^^^| 


O'er ocean's wide expanse and earth's domain ^^^| 


No longer man shall bear thy gaUing chain ; ^^^| 
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Accursed, abhorred, thy despot power shall cease 
And bow reluctant to the Prince of Peace. 
For, lo ! a new and halcyon aera brings 
Joy and bright hope upon its gilded wings; 
Yes, from the Ganges' deep and watery tomb, 
From the dark regions of sepulchral gloom. 
In thrilling notes from earth to highest heaven 
The son's lament, the widow's cry is risen. 
And He who far beyond each mortal eye 
Rears his bright throne above the starry sky. 
Shall He regardless view the filial sigh. 
The widow's sacrifice, the orphan's cry? 
Shall He not vindicate his injured reign. 
And pour his wrath o'er India's wasted plain ? 
Bid from on high his lightning vengeance shine, 
O'erturn each altar, and o'erwhelm each shrine? 
Cease impious doubts ! lo ! with terrific force 
The mighty Lord whirls on his radiant course ; 
The earth, the heavens, are rocked beneath his tread. 
And Ocean roars within his watery bed ; 
Yet Mercy triumphs, and mid fear she brings 
The Son of Righteousness with healing wings ; 
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Serapbic form ! Ye mountains, swell your voice ; 
Ye sunny vales, ye desert wilds, rejoice ; 
Rejoice, ye nations : lo! he rides on high 
In the bright pomp of blazing majesty ; 
Dispels the hovering clouds, and mid the storm 
Bids meek Religion rear her angel form. 
Nor last did Britain, as she gazed around. 
Hail the blest sight and catch the gladsome sound ; 
Transient as bright, her Heber's name appears. 
And swells the records of departed years : 
Thou, Bentinck,'"' too, in happier songs of praise, 
Amid some future Jayadeva's""' lays 
Shalt live enshrined, till time itself shall end. 
The orphan's father and the widow's friend. 
From Lapland's rocks to India's sandy plain 
Diffusive Knowledge spreads her golden reign : 
E'en now I hear, throughout th' exulting earth. 
Each wandering heathen laud his Saviour's birth; 
The swarthy crowd, the savage tribes shall bring 
Unwonted homage to their Heavenly King. 
Hail, blest, — hail, halcyon day ! Ye nations, rise. 
And aid the blissful triumphs of the skies. 
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Beloved, believed, acknowledged, and adored, 
Jesus shall reign, the great the mighty Lord ; 
With hymns of praise shall filial hearts o'erflow. 
And with new life the convert widow glow ; 
No more her wails shall rend the midnight air ; 
From Hindoo shrines shall rise the Christian prayer; 
Freed, she shall feel Religion's purer worth. 
And hurl the impious Moloch to the earth. 

Though dear the tie that binds the Christian wife 
To the fond partner of her wedded life. 
Though dear those social hours and sunny years 
Which memory oft embalms in sorrowing tears. 
And sad the voice whose mandate from above 
Cleaves the last, lingering ties of mortal love, 
Yet she, by many a care and grief long tried, 
Dares still to live, and stem life's billowy tide ; 
She mounts no pile, to no base idol bends. 
To gain the plaudits of exulting friends ; 
Far diiferent scenes employ her anxious thought ; 
By reason governed and by virtue taught. 
She bends, yes, meekly bends, to kiss the rod, 
And by her life, not death, exalts her God, 
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NOTES. 

(1) Maya. The Goddess of Delusion. 

(2) Sceva. The destroying Deity. 

(3) Veda's. The sacred Books, or Bible, of the Hindoos. 

(4) Zennar. The sacred Cord of the Brahmins. 

{5) Vishnu. The second person of the Hindoo Triad. 

(6) Yama. The God who presides over death and funeral obsequies, and sits in 
judgement on departed souls. 

(7) Gunga. The Goddess of the River Ganges. 

(8) Narayen, One of the names of Vishnu. 
(9 and 10) Casa and Durva. Sacred Grasses. 

(11) Brahma, the first of the Hindoo Triad, is to appear as the tenth and last 
Avatar In the form of the warrior Kalki mounted on a white horse, and, putting an 
end to the present or Iron age, to renovate the world and introduce an aera of virtue 
and happiness. 

(12) Om. The mysterious name of the Deity, to be adored in silence. 

(13) Swerga. The Paradise of virtuous souls. 

(14) Apsaras, or Fairies inhabiting Swerga. 

(15) Asuras. Evil spirits. 

(16) Indra. The God of the Firmament, who also presided over Swerga and held 
his court there. 

(17) Dherma Rajah. A name of Yama the God of Hell. 

(18) Lord William Bentinck, by whom the practice of Suttee has recently been 
abolished in the British dominions in India. 

(19) Jayadeva. The great lyric poet of India. 
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STAFFA, 



Isle of the barren rock ! whose columned steep 
Frowns o'er the waters of the sullen deep ; 
Stupendous mass ! whose bold and matchless plan 
Flings the proud gauntlet at the works of man ; 
Wild as the storms that sweep thy gloomy vales. 
Rude as the winds that swell the gleaming sails. 
As round thy rocky coasts, by fear unswayed. 
Plies the rude mariner his venturous trade ; 
What though no verdure decks thy rugged fields. 
No smiling crops thy lonely desert yields. 
Though, far as eye can scan, one vast expanse 
Of rock and sea floats o'er th' astonished glance, 
How lovely still art thou, — ^thy dreary plain. 
Where death-like Stillness holds her silent reign, 
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Thy gloomy pile, above whose blackening crest 
The wandering cormorant rears his craggy nest ! 
How lovelier far when thought and fancy roll 
Their mingled visions o'er the poet's soul ! 
How lovelier far, to his enraptured eye. 
Than all the far-famed scenes of minstrelsy. 
Than all those lands amid whose smiling bowers 
Eternal Spring hath wreathed her fairy flowers! 
Here, while enthroned upon the dizzy height 
He soars o'er realms removed from mortal sight, 
Aiirial forms, a varied train, appear. 
And distant warblings strike his ravished ear. 
Lo ! in the ocean-cave his wavy bed 
The green-eyed monarch of the deep hath spread, 
L Fearful lest man's intruding glance should trace 

I The hidden glories of that hallowed place. 

H What if o'er Staffa's rude romantic shores 

H Her choicest, noblest gifts fond Nature pours, 

^L Not less august thy giant columns rise 

^^^B Beneath the splendour of fair Antrim's skies, 

^^^H Not less they rear a monument of fame 

^^^^L^^ To vindicate Hibernia's boasted name, 
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While beats each wind and rudely foaming wave 
A ceaseless knell o'er Art's neglected grave. 

Yet though in deathless fame on Erin's Isle, 
Pregnant with glory, stands th' immortal pile ; 
Land of the storm ! t is thine own task to raise 
To brighter, nobler scenes the wanderer's gaze. 
Though cold the clime, though bleak and drear the sky 
That spreads o'er Scotia's rocks its canopy. 
Though rough the gales that, on dank pinions borne, 
'Mid thickening mists awake the rising morn ; 
Yet where to meditate, — -to burst the tie 
Of dull, cold, wintry, thoughtless lethargy; 
To wake the slumbering soul, to warm thy clay. 
Child of the dust! with Fancy's heavenly ray. 
And bid the spirit soar to realms of light, 
That meanly grovelled in the shades of night; 
To muse on Him whose .sovereign power alone 
Could plant each column and cement each stone. 
What time the pillared arch, majestic sight ! 
Sprung to the day, and hailed the gladsome light ; 
To hear his awful voice in every wave. 
View his abode in every rocky cave, — 




Oh ! where than Staffa's coasts can e'er be found 
A spot more meet 'mid Scotia's isles around ? 
Where ne'er has Ocean reared his foam-clad head 
Drunk with the carnage of the slaughtered dead ; 
Where ne'er have War and Rapine dared profane 
The sacred precincts of rude Freedom's reign ; 
But the wild eagle lone is wont to roam. 
Or plays the seal within his watery home ; 
Where round the precincts of the crystal cave. 
Their forms unveiled, a thousand Nereids lave. 
And Thetis' self, the storied halls among, 
Pours the full melody of Siren song. 
Say, ye fair tenants of the briny deep. 
Who round these rocks your nightly vigils keep. 
Did the small insect, with laborious care. 
Her secret work, by waves concealed, prepare. 
Till to the light, in long extended rows. 
Pillar on pillar, mass on mass, uprose ? 
Or Nature rear them, at her magic nod. 
To grace the palace of the Ocean God 1 
Lo ! she, the great artificer, whose plan 
So vast, so noble, so unbounded, man 
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Hath vainly strove to emulate, — she spurned 

The idle taunt, whose arrogance had turned 

To ridicule her works ; and now she smiled 

A proud defiance from her native wild ; 

Smiled, as she saw how soon were doomed to fall 

The temples, courts, the palaces, and all 

That vain man grandeur called, while o'er the waste 

Of myriad years, unscathed and undefaced. 

Would stand that wondrous mass, would still proclaim 

The mightier parent of that mighty frame. 

Yes, while o'er rifted towers and mouldering walls 

The sorrowing eye in mournful vision falls. 

While Art dejected weeps her fallen state. 

And Science saddens o'er her drooping fate. 

While all are borne in one unbounded tide. 

And nought remains but man's insatiate pride, — 

Thou, loveliest StafFa, wild romantic isle ! 

Sleep'st on the bosom of thy vaunted pile. 

And from thy heights, with weeds and wild flowers crowned, 

Thy frowning rocks, with darkling moss embrowned. 

Thou proudly view'st, in conscious grandeur bold, 

Th' avenging torrent of destruction rolled. 
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In vain each slow corroding year we trace; 

Time's mellowing hand but ripens every grace. 

No ruined heap, — t is all severely chaste, — ■ 

No shapeless pile, hangs o'er the watery waste, 

As the tall columns glimmer from afar 

In stern array, majestic, regular. 

And 'neath the moonbeam's soft and hallowed light 

Fling their dim shadows o'er the cloudless night. 

Like the wild genius of that lonely clime, 

So boldly rude, so beauteously sublime. 

What though, around, the angry billows rave. 

And wild destruction rides the foaming wave; 

What though the whirlwinds rage o'er StafFa's isle. 

And hurtling tempests sweep the dreary pile ; 

In proud disdain the pillared mass appears 

Amid the ruins of unnumbered years : 

Still stand the rocks, whose foam-clad heights of yore 

Stemmed the dark tide and mocked the ocean's roar. 

Still brave the wintry night, the storm-girt day. 

And 'mid the wreck of years defy decay ! 

Say, thou proud sceptic, who would'st vainly try 

Earth to exalt and dust to deify. 
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Say, thou whose glory 'tis, presumptuous man ! 
Madly to rail at that thou dar'st not scan. 
Oh ! whence this mighty mass, this wondrous pile, 
Th' eternal triumph of fair StafFa's isle? 
Did thy command th' unsculptured fahric rear. 
Thy feeble hand the ponderous stone upbear? 
Peace, impious wretch ! be thine to raise thy bliss 
On the frail base of human prejudice ; 
Be thine the smile that smiles but to deride, 
1 he sneer of insult, and the frown of pride : 
But if with nobler thoughts thy bosom glows, 
If aught can wake thy soul's unblest repose. 
Vanquished, thy crime confess, thy error speak. 
And raise the generous blush on Folly's cheek. 
Ye mystic shades, that, dimly hovering round 
In gloomy silence, guard the hallowed ground. 
Bear me, O bear me o'er the dark blue wave 
To yon lone rocks, to Fingal's haunted cave : 
Tell me, what time the Chief at virtue's call 
Would shun the splendour of the regal hall. 
Would leave the bowl for meaner souls to sip, 
And dash the juice untasted from his lip; 
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Say how beneath the palely streaming light. 
When Cynthia poured her argent flood o'er night, 
Say how he oft in lone and pensive mood 
Sought the loved haunts of desert solitude ; 
How, as he gazed on Nature's mighty frame. 
His soaring spirit caught the kindred flame, 
Burned with vast deeds, and giant plans designed, 
As wild ambition drove his phrenzied mind. 
There ease for labour, life for fame he gave, 
(No dangers daunt, no toils withhold the brave,) 
There, as athwart his gaze dim Fancy rolled 
The great, the good, the gallant, and the bold, 
How throbbed his soul with ardent zeal to pour 
Some rescuing force o'er Erin's fated shore. 
Oft as her patriot chief in freedom's aid 
Fondly invoked the youthful warrior's blade ! 
Yes, even then, illfated land ! thy waste 
Oppression ruled, and tyranny debased : 
O'er the sad remnants of thy trampled dead 
His reckless troops the sullen victor led. 
Far, far aloft the blood-red banner waved : 
Thy dweUings ravaged, and thy sons enslaved ; 
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Thy groves deserted, and tliy shrines o'erlhrown; 

The agonizing shriek, th' expiring groan, — 

All, all combined thy beauties to defile 

And dim the grandeur of the Emerald Isle. 

Yet thou canst boast thy glories too, fair clime ! 

'Mid the foul ravages of reckless Time : ; 

There, when o'er Scotia's weak and wasted land 

Th' indignant conqueror poured his murderous band ; I 

When the bold Edward, in his lion might, 

Dared her rude chieftains to the venturous fight. 

And bid the battle's darkest torrent roll 

To glut the vengeance of his iron soul. 

Retiring Liberty still braved the shock 

And reared her fane upon the ocean-rock. ' 

Illustrious isle ! from earth's remotest age 

The storied wonder of tradition's page ; 

Sublimest spot proud Scotia's realms among, 

By traveller vaunted, and by poet sung ! J 

Breathes there the man who with cold heartless mien ) 

Can pause unmoved upon thy magic scene ? 

Oh ! lives there one who when floats o'er his gaze 

The mournful span of man's poor fleeting days. 



k 



e» 



When rush o'er memory's view the griefs, the fears. 
Remorseless pangs, that crowd this vale of tears. 
Would not exult upon thy misty height 
To share the loneness of the eagle's flight. 
Would not beneath thy bleak tempestuous sky 
His woe-fraught soul might breathe its parting sigh. 
And nought but Ocean's rude and boundless sweep 
Burst on the stillness of sepulchral sleep. 
Though now, where erst entranced in glory's dream 
The warrior stood, nor lance nor helmet gleam. 
Where Ossian's harp once o'er the listening main 
Poured the wild sweetness of its mellowed strain, 
The smuggler's cautious bark the cave explores 
And Echo answers faint his wearied oars, 
Yet o'er thy coast still beams a lingering ray 
That marks the splendour of thy former day ; 
Thy caves, thy cliffs, thy pillars all declare 
What still thou art, — what once thy glories were ; 
The lightning's withering blast, the thunder's roar. 
That long has rolled innocuous round thy shore. 
Still harmless rage, to wake the traveller's dread 
Or rouse the sea-mew from her rocky bed. 



Oh ! could but she, so wont to boast of old 
Her works of Attic taste or Dorian mould. 
Her stately palaces, her gorgeous fanes. 
Where even now a lingering grandeur reigns. 
That still declares in every ruined part 
The land of sculpture and the seat of art, — 
Oh ! could proud Greece her ancient sway resume 
And burst the iron bondage of the tomb, 
Oh ! could she now thy towering pillars see. 
Majestic in their pure simplicity. 
Back would she shrink, and bend at Reason's nod 
In silent homage to " the Unknown God." 
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GRANADA 



The Bat builds in his huem bower, 

And, in the fortress of his power, 

The Owl usurps the beacon tower.— Byron. 



Laxd of the brave ! whose sons in days of yore 
With dauntless might the gleaming falchion bore, 
Tamed the proud Infidel's insulting boasts. 
And poured confusion on the turban'd hosts ; 
Though now no more what thou of old hast been. 
Glory's fond nurse, and splendour's storied scene ; 
Though death has calmed each patriot bosom's glow. 
And chilled the life-blood's warm and magic flow. 
Yet still 't is thine in conscious pride to trace 
The fame and grandeur of thine ancient race; 
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Fair Spain ! t is thine to rouse the generous sigh 
O'er the wild deeds of by-gone chivalry ; 
And as the tear drops o'er thy children's cheek 
Their fevered souls their blushing shame bespeak. 
As in each son thou wak'st the slumbering fire 
With the bold marvels of some venturous sire ; 
O bid them rival, whom they vainly mourn. 
The brave, departed to their last long bourn. 
Who gave to Victory their latest breath. 
And sought for glory in the arms of Death. 

For such were they, — no chiefs of mean degree, 
Iberia's pride, her ancient chivalry, — 
Who mid the battle's dark tempestuous storm 
Braved death and danger in their direst form. 
And in proud triumph o'er the heathen band 
Bid the glad symbol of their God expand. 
Where long had waved, while Europe wept in vain. 
The Moslem Crescent o'er Granada's plain. 
Granada ! scene of pomp and empire fled. 
Immortal record of the mighty dead ! 
Now sunk in luxury, now bathed in gore. 
The nurse of pleasure 'mid the battle's roar ! 
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Gazing in silence o'er yon wrecks of age, 
How throbs each bosom at tradition's page. 
As memory blends with every mouldering stone 
The ancient splendour of the Moslem throne ! 

Fair was the scene ! the pure unsullied sky 
Was gently changing to a deeper dye ; 
Calmly and brightly glanced the sun's last beam 
In parting radiance o'er fair Darro's stream, 
And charmed by Nature's smiles was lingering still 
O'er every gilded dome and distant hill. 
O'er the green plain in blended beauty shine 
The fruitful citron and the clustered vine. 
Nursed by the zephyr's warm luxuriant gale, 
That fans with perfumed breath each flowery vale : 
Far, far above, in stern majestic pride, 
Long range of mountains rear their craggy side. 
Where reigns rude Winter, clothed in endless snow. 
And vies with Summer in the realms below. 

Proud in the midst the beauteous city towers. 
Wrapped in the fair robe of its golden bowers. 
High o'er her head skies e'er unclouded beam ; 
Below, the dash of Zenil's silvery stream. 
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Hark to the festal step, the jocund song, 
As pleasure speeds the laughing hours along. 
And man, entranced in that glad scene of mirth. 
Or makes or fain would make a heaven of earth. 
Oh ask of every wind that breathes around, 
Ask of yon orbs, in dazzling radiance crowned. 
If e'er since first they trod the pathless sky 
So fair a vision beamed on mortal eye, — - 
The glorious splendour of her marble halls. 
The Alcabaza's heights, the Alhambra's walls. 
The rich and waving vale, the sloping mount. 
The moss-grown cavern and the bubbling fount, 
The dark-eyed maiden's soft and thrilling glance. 
Whirling her footsteps in the mazy dance. 
Or gently laid beneath the orange shade 
To list the murmurs of the bright cascade. 
Though oft, if Love and Fame the truth declare, 
Far softer whispers met the listening ear. 
And the deep calm in air, and earth, and sky. 
Mock the weak notes of mortal minstrelsy. 

That hour has passed ; and o'er the shades of night 
Again the sun beams forth in orient light. 
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And, on his swift and fiery car upborne. 
Hastes as of old to greet the blushing morn. 
But oh ! how changed that joyous scene below ! 
Their song is mourning, and their voice is woe ; 
The dance, the goblet's sparkling flow, is still ; 
O'er every bosom creeps a deadly chill. 
They heed it not; the gay, the glittering feast. 
The smiles of love, the strains of mirth have ceased ; 
But piercing grief is there, and black despair. 
And the wild restlessness of anxious fear. 
He who in evening's calm with thoughtful eye 
Hath gazed in silence o'er the cloudless sky. 
And from afar his listening ear hath bent 
O'er the glad sounds of human merriment. 
Hath heard, as morning rose, the thunder roll, 
Pregnant with terror, o'er the blazing pole ; 
Hath seen rude earthquake rend the startled plain 
Where Pleasure held of late her joyous reign. 
And traced stern grief in every varying form. 
Borne on the whirlwind, raging in the storm ; 
He only knows to paint the wild dismay. 
The o'erwhelming horrors of that fearfiil day. 
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When the loud clarion of the warrior throng 

Burst on the laughing dance, the festive song, 

And in close file along the darkening plain 

Poured the proud myriads of embattled Spain. 

They come ! the champions of the Cross they bear : 

High waves their banner in the breezy air. 

And every chief is there, renowned in fight ; 

Tendilla's sword, and Cabra's dauntless might, 

Villena famed and feared in realms afar. 

And Cadiz foremost in the feats of war. 

Oh what wild frenzy moves each generous soul ! 

What passion sways and binds the mighty whole 1 

No care of plunder theirs, nor sordid gain ; 

A nobler spirit flows through every vein. 

O'er pagan climes the Gospel truth to bear. 

And breathe at Moslem shrines the Christian prayer. 

To spread religion through the savage breast, 

And scare the heathen from his wonted nest. 

This, though their brightest, not their only aim ; 

By other paths they climb the steep to fame. 

For long their souls the glorious hope had fed 

To avenge the manes of the mighty dead. 
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Slain by rude Afric's sons in days of yore, 

And left untombed to rot on every shore. 

Zahara's wrongs arouse their youthful fire, 

Those bleeding wrongs bequeathed to son from sire. 

And the sad tale of death, that erst too well 

Mountains of Malaga! thy rocks can tell ; 

Though years have passed, what blood shall wash away 

Th' unhallowed memory of that fated day ? 

Though war's deep thunders peal on peal may roar, 

And every weapon float in Moslem gore. 

Worthless the vengeance, till the Christian's hand 

Wrests from the heathen's grasp that lovely land. 

Till o'er Granada's head the storm has passed 

And swept her low, the mightiest and the last. 

Captured, despoiled beneath the Christian blade. 
Low in the dust Alhama's pride is laid ; 
Vain hath the struggle been of Afric's might 
To stem the tempest of Lucena's fight. 
In Baza's plains the torn and trampled dead 
Tell that full many a Moslem's blood was shed ; 
And where beneath Almeria's lofty towers 
Revelled the heathen in his roseate bowers. 
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Where the proud Mosque upreared its gorgeous fane. 
And prostrate myriads blessed Mohammed's reign, 
In hallowed strains from earth to highest heaven 
The Christian's pure and joyous vows have risen. 

Above, regardless of the gathering shock, — 
For Art had strengthened, Nature reared her rock, — 
Granada proudly from her mountain steep 
Beheld the angry storm beneath her sweep ; 
And well she knew to brave in days of yore. 
Girt with her champion sons, the battle's roar. 
When her glad offspring in their happier hour 
Basked in the splendour of meridian power. 
Ah ! now no more, no more yon streets along 
Proudly shall march that gay and gallant throng. 
How many shrouded in their narrow bed 
Sleep on that country's plain for which they bled ! 
Their fame the brightest, as their lot the best. 
They weep not, toil not now,— but where the rest ? 
The rest, a prey to faction, Moor on Moor, 
A ghastly troop, lie bathed in kindred gore ; 
The Usurper seated on the princely throne. 
And reigning lord o'er regions not his own. 
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Till by a stronger arm, a j aster right. 
Hurled from the summit of his sceptered might : 
The Alhambra teeming with domestic strife. 
And Discord gladdening o'er the waste of life ; 
The Abencerrages' faint and dying cry, 
The Zegries' dark and guilty perfidy, — 
Too truly tell the lavish fate that gave 
Her best and bravest to an early grave. 
Yet here is gathered, in that fearful hour, 
All that survive as yet of Moslem power, 
Thronged to maintain a lost and sinking state. 
And wage the combat with o'ermastering Fate, — 
A brave but feeble band, o'erwhelmed in grief. 
That knows not, seeks not, dares not hope relief; 
Yes ! well those tears their labouring souls bespeak. 
The bright drops falling from their swarthy cheek. 
As, stung with rage and frantic with despair. 
Their last, their dearest hope to perish there ! 
Gaze thy fond sons, Granada ! o'er that plain. 
Their own, their ancestors' long-loved domain. 
And think, with many a wild and bitter sigh 
And the dark soul of gloomy prophecy. 
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How soon to them njust fade that beauteous scene 
Nevada's hills and Darro's waves between ; 
How soon yon walls must lie for e'er erased. 
Thy fanes a ruin, and thy courts a waste ; 
Their sons immersed in slavery's darkest night. 
Their infants slaughtered in the reckless light ; 
Their wives', their mothers' last heart-rending cry. 
Gazing o'er their loved offspring mournfully. 
Watching each short faint gasp of ebbing breath. 
And fondly hoping life where all was death ; 
Their daughters, spared the fierce and reeking sword 
To glut the vengeance of some tyrant lord. 
With bleeding hearts and slowly wending feet 
Dragged from the harem's once secure retreat, 
And, if one bitterer pang outweighs the rest. 
Their faith a byword, and their name a jest. 

Such the dark train, as thought and fancy roll 
Their ghastly visions o'er the harrowed soul, 
That float around on dim prophetic wing 
Like the wild dreams of restless slumbering. 
But hark ! what stirring sound new life imparts, — 
What more than mortal cheers their drooping hearts. 
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And strongly eloquent proclaims aloud 
His fearless mandate to the trembling crowd ? 
Seek they his birth ! No ! t is well known to fame ; 
His dauntless deeds have long proclaimed that name ; 
In streams of blood his lion soul they trace ; 
That lion courage proves his generous race. 
Yes ! he was one whom Fortune claimed her own. 
The last sole guardian of the Moslem throne, 
Wild as the steed that with resistless might 
Had borne him safe through many a jarring fight. 
" Is this," cried he, his soul and glance all fire. 

And his lips quivering with indignant ire, 
" Is this the time to gaze in dull repose 
" Or brood in sorrow o'er your country's woes ? 
" Is it with tears ye guard a nation's fate, 
" The Christian thundering at Granada's gate! 
" Where now those hearts that once with hope beat high, 
" The hope that told of death or victory, 
" And the stern valour in the venturous fight 
" That poured confusion on the Spaniard's might ? 
" The generous labour and unceasing toil, 
" That won a kingdom and preserved the spoil ? 



" Let those whose souls no kindred pride e'er lit 
" In chains weep o'er that life they feared to quit ; 
" Let blood for blood be yours, and breath for breath, 
" And staunch the tear-drop in a glorious death ! 
" And thou, weak monarch of a wavering state, 
" Away with grief! thine empire vindicate ! 
" Arise, Boabdil ! leave the gilded bowers 
" For happier seasons and for brighter hours ; 
'■ And if one lingering virtue yet remains, 
" If valour yet can warm thy sluggish veins, 
" By the cold ashes of the hallowed brave, 
" By her who bids thee grace the life she gave, 
" By the fair honours of thy princely line, 
" Assert that sceptre which may still be thine ! " 
Thus spoke the chief: new life his words inspire. 
And listening warriors catch the kindred fire; 
These boldly scour the plain, these arm the gate ; 
The aged admire, the youthful emulate ; 
From rank to rank the inspiring ardour runs. 
As warmed in days of old Granada's sons. 
And many a slumbering spark with brighter flame 
Burst from the embers of her ancient fame. 



Transient as bright ; too late thy patriot blade, 

Illustrious Muza ! lent its generous aid ; 

For lo ! bright hovering o'er the crimson plain, 

Glad Victory greets the favoured host of Spain, 

And proudly plants above yon captured tower 

The wavy emblem of Iberia's power. 

Loud was the shout along the Christian line 

As every bosom blessed that hallowed sign. 

In joyful triumph through yon opening gate 

The royal victors march in holy state ; 

In their glad hands the sacred cross they bear. 

And knights and crowding chieftains swell the rear. 

Weep, sons of Afric ! for the emerald glade. 

Weep for the sunny lawn, the mountain's shade. 

And the last glories of thine happier day. 

When Pleasure basked in Nature's fostering ray. 

And the wild flowers and breezy gales among 

Sighed the soft murmurs of her siren song. 

Bleakly and roughly as some wintry blast 

O'er field and grove the spoiler's hand hath passed. 

Hath mowed the beauties of each sylvan bower. 

And plucked the rosebud in its opening flower. 



84 



Yes, mouro, sad city ! for thy children mourn, 
On pain and sorrow's restless waters borne ; 
Hark to the stern command that bids them roam, 
To seek in distant climes a kindlier home. 
Slowly and sadly o'er the rifted plain 
They wend their course, a dark and sorrowing train, 
And linger long o'er every hallowed spot 
Where memory oft recalls their happier lot ; 
And many a wistful gaze they fling behind. 
And feed with many a sigh the listless wind. 

And they are gone upon their last long way, 
And year hath rolled on year since that dread day ; 
Again, though not for them, the Vega blooms 

• 

And Nature's form her ancient garb resumes. 
Alas, Granada ! War's stern hand on thee. 
The clash of jarring arms, fell heavily : 
Yet one, than battle's angriest storm more dread. 
Hath swept in silence o'er thy fated head ! 
Age, withering age, hath laid thy glories low. 
And dealt on grandeur's scene her deadliest blow. 
Around, dull calm and stern repose is spread. 
The Xenil stagnates in his winding bed, 
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The night owl shrieks within thy princely halls. 

And clustering weeds o'ertop the mouldering walls; 

Yet still in ruin beams a lingering ray 

That marks the splendour of thy former day. 

With curious eye the wondering stranger roams 

O'er marble palaces and gilded domes; 

Now sighs the Alhambra's fretted courts among, 

No more the seat of love, and mirth, and song ; 

Now in amazement wrapt he ponders o'er 

Legends of bygone days and scenes of yore : 

Still plays the fount, in graceful sculpture wrought, 

Still frown the Lions in their. native court; 

Closed at the monarch's prayer, still stands the gate. 

Eternal record of Boabdil's fate* ; 

And silent mosques and desert towers declare. 

Not what thou art, but what thy glories were. 



* It had been a last request of the unfortunate Boabdil, and one which showed 
how deeply he felt the transition of his fate, that no person might be permitted 
to enter or depart by the gate of the Alhambra, through which he had sallied forth 
to surrender his Capital. His request was granted ; the portal was closed up, and 
remains so to the present day, a mute memorial of that event. 
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All, all is mute, save where, on homeward flight, 
Screams the rude eagle from his cloud-capped height, 
Or the wild chamois through the pathless vale 
Bounds in swift contest with the envious gale. 
Drear as the winds that blow, the storms that sweep 
O'er the proud summits of thy lonely steep. 
Grand as the glorious clime that gave thee birth. 
And bade thee tower above the prostrate earth. 
Art thou, St. Bernard ! in thy stern repose. 
Wrapt in thy mantle of perpetual snows, 
'jVlid Alpine wilds, e'en wilder than thine own. 
Thou reignest majestic on thy hoary throne. 
Not such the scene beneath thy rugged base. 
The fairer scene the wondering eye may trace : 
There all is joy and gladness ; o'er the green 
Helvetia's maidens grace the festive scene ; 
There sound the song, the dance ; there smile around 
The waving forest and the cultured ground. 
Far, far aloof, the mountain's threatening side 
Hangs o'er the plain in stern terrific pride. 
Oh ! there nor leaf, nor shrub, nor flowret's bloom 
Smiles o'er the waste, or cheers the cavern's gloom. 




And there is Death, where dwells there none beside. 

Death in the torrent's wild tumultuous tide. 

Death in the avalanche, the drifted heap, 

Borne on the whirlwind's rude tempestuous sweep. 

And he, with none to pity, none to cheer. 

Exile of earth, what doth the wanderer here 1 

Is it for this he left his native home, 

O'er distant realms and shores unknown to roam ? 

Hath he for this o'er ocean's angry spray 

Held the bold tenor of his onward way ? 

Hath seen o'er Libya's wilds the Simoon bring 

Thirst and Despair upon its sanded wing ? 

Now roved the South, now passed the Central Line, 

And sped in triumph o'er the Northern brine ? 

And must he perish 1 Shall no friendly hand 

Restore the wanderer to his native land ? 

Shall the stern fate that from his early birth 

Hath strewed with many a thorn his path on earth. 

Bid him now fall, unpitied and alone. 

Unloved, unwept, in regions not his own ? 

Drear and tempestuous are the days of man. 

His sorrows measureless, his life a span, — 
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That life o'erswept with many a chilling blast. 

Fear in the fature, anguish in the past ; 

His own enough — this all he cares to know; 

What boots it him to soothe another's woe ? 

Cold, selfish, sad, he treads earth's chequered scene, 

Reverse in all to that he should have been. 

Courted by myriads in the pride of power. 

And left to perish in his darker hour ! 

Such, such the many ; yet the few remain, 

A green Oasis in the dreary plain. 

Who still can feel, can pity, still can bear 

Peace to affliction, comfort to despair. 

And cheer the pilgrim as, with none to hless. 

He wends his way through life's rough wilderness. 

Primaeval Charity ! She folds her wings. 

Not in the haunts of wealth, the courts of kings ; 

Far from the sneers of Pride, she rears her fane 

On the wild mountain and secluded plain. 

And leaves Ambition's cares and Conquest's smiles, 

To roam, St. Bernard, in thy rude defiles ; 

There, in the regions of that dreary rock. 

High o'er the lightning's flash, the thunder's shock*''. 
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Where generous love and artless zeal combine, 
The saintly Brethren guard her hallowed shrine; 
And oft at evening's rest, wlien o'er the steep 
The gales breathe softer and the tempests sleep, 
Lo ! cliffs and vales in wonder start to hear 
Loud vespers bursting on the calm pure air. 
Dear are the ties of youth, of hope, and love. 
That bind to earth when man should soar above ; 
Dear is each tie of kindred, friends, and home, 
That half unnerves us, and forbids to roam ; 
Yet all they quit, with calm contented minds. 
Each hope that flatters and each charm that binds. 
Far, far from Pleasure's siren soft embrace, 
O well they love that lonely dwelling-place; 
They taste of life, which he hath never known. 
The sceptered despot of the mightiest throne. 
Nor deem it they a joyless lot to share 
The breezy freshness of the mountain air : 
To live for others, to serene, control 
Each selfish passion of the wayward soul. 
To muse o'er Nature in her grandest form. 
Throned on the mountains, mantled in the storm. 



To hail the wanderer from their beacon tower, 

Soothe with fond hope, and save with outstretched power 

Such, such their task ; and oh ! if here below 

Man hath a respite in this world of woe. 

If Virtue brings, as e'er have deemed the best, 

Serener slumbers and a purer rest. 

Though few the luxuries of their daily fare, 

Though small their wealth, yet are they happy there. 

Dark were the shades of night, with ceaseless power 

Still raged the tempest and the fleecy shower. 

And thickening mists had robed in sabler vest 

St. Bernard's steep, and Velan's lonely breast : 

No cheering star was there, no moonbeam pale 

Danced on the mountains, glittered in the vale. 

Cry to the rocks ! Weep, child of sorrow, weep ! 

Perchance thy cries may wake their dreamless sleep ; 

Cry to the waves that rush, the winds that roar ! 

Ere such shall hear, that voice is heard no more. 

Alas ! the wanderer of that dreary spot. 

Whom Hope's eternal flattery flatters not. 

Cold, wayworn, faint, he bends his wearied head. 

The rocks his pillow and the snows his bed ; 
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Nor weeps he, strives he now, serene, sedate, 
No more he wrestles with o'ermastering fate ; 
The pale and flushless cheek, the calm fixed eye, 
Mark that he hath but one short task, to die. 
Not yet, not yet ! Lo ! fraught with kind relief. 
Pregnant with peace to terror, joy to grief. 
Where Man he dares not, will not, cannot haste. 
The Dog speeds onward o'er the pathless waste. '^' 
Yet is not his the graceful bounding form 
Of the fleet greyhound, swifter than the storm ; 
His is the rugged coat, the bulky head. 
The mastiff's sinewy frame and fiercer tread ; 
Yet deem not his the savage mastifTs mood. 
Sagacious, gentle as his clime is rude ; 
He seeks no rest, no toil, no danger dreads. 
Free as the air he breathes, the soil he treads. 
Nor rock, nor vale can stay his onward course. 
The whirlwind's fury or the torrent's force; 
And now, swift bounding o'er the dizzy steep, 
He wakes the wanderer from his death-like sleep. 
Nerves with reviving food whate'er remains 
Of strength yet lingering in his frozen veins. 




Licks his cold hand, and warms his stiflFening frame. 

And hghts, oh ! once again the vital flame. 

Bids him once more ascend the trackless slope. 

And gives him back to happiness and hope. 

O Man ! what art thou, with unblushing face 

That thou should'st lord it o'er creation's race. 

And, falsely proud and impotently great. 

Boast of thy reasoning and exalted state? 

Learn from the generous Dog the ties that bind 

Too often all but man's imperious mind : 

In faith more firm, in friendship more sincere. 

Who for another could more nobly dare 1 

When lived there one, of all the sons of earth, 

Of gentler virtues or more generous worth ? 

He aids, he guides, the wanderer strives again. 

Nor that last struggle hath it been in vain ; 

One moment more ere yet his strength may flag, — 

He nears, he mounts Marengo's lonely crag ; 

His toils are o'er, his perils safely past ; 

Yes ! he hath borne the direst and the last. 

Yes ! he hath triumphed, and his wayworn feet 

The Hospice welcomes in its lone retreat. 
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Illustrious pile ! whom age on age hath blest, 

The Christiaa's temple and the wanderers rest, 

What though no pillared arch uprears thy gate, 

No columns frown in monumental state, 

Nor, lingering here, the classic eye can trace 

Corinthian splendour or Ionic grace ? 

Yet thee have peace and virtue marked their own. 

Thy rugged rock would shame the sculptured stone, 

Oh ! where the palace that can vie with thee. 

Robed in thy pure, undecked simplicity ? 

And thou hast stood o'er lapse of years unmoved. 

Tried by the snowdrift, by the whirlwind proved ; 

Firm as his fame whose bold and restless mind^^^ 

Of old the great, the generous plan designed. 

Oh ! he was one who soothed another's pain. 

Not with the empty tear, that flows in vain. 

Not with the mockery of the selfish soul, 

The cold compassion that can scarce condole, — 

His was a zeal that they alone can tell 

Who where he dwelt will give up earth to dwell. 

And long he sojourned, all unfriended, there. 

Save when the wanderer shared his scanty fare ; 



Long had his bride, his parents mourned him dead, 
Nor heard they aught of where that son was fled : 
Ere beamed the sun upon his nuptial day 
Behold him hastening on his toilsome way; 
No earthly ties could bind that hallowed breast. 
Still on his onward course he boldly pressed. 
Till, borne aloft on swift unwearied feet. 
High on yon Alps he reared his rude retreat : 
There, where of old amid those pathless snows 
To Jove's dread name unhallowed incense rose,'*' 
Where the lone traveller and barbaric horde 
That Pagan shrine with clamorous praise adored, 
Lo ! now those heathen rites no more defile ; 
Rejoice, ye rocks ! ye desert mountains, smile ! 
To highest heaven ascends a holier strain, 
A milder worship at a purer fane. 
There, in the glory of his youthful course. 
When Gallia's tyrant led his ruthless force,''' 
When war's wild tumult burst the stern repose 
That long had brooded mid yon Alpine snows. 
Roused by his voice whose conquests awed mankind 
Whose fearless soul owned but one master-mind'"'. 




He who had wandered oft with reckless tread 

O'er the pale dying and unbiiried dead, 

Stern and unmoved amid the battle's roar, 

He spared that fane who never spared before : 

There, as he marked the brethren's generous zeal, 

The softer virtues touched that breast of steel ; 

And he, whose nod swayed kingdoms, bent the knee 

At the rude shrine of saintly Charity. 

And is it here alone she finds her rest. 

That halcyon tenant of the purer breast? 

Hath earth for her no other spot to dwell ? 

No other region hath she loved as well ? 

Oh ! at the thought how turns my soul to thee. 

Land of my birth, the great, the good, the free ! 

Though scorned and exiled from a wayward earth, 

Here Pity still befriends afflicted Worth ; 

Bright as the rainbow in the passing storm. 

Angelic Charity uprears her form ; 

Her heavenly voice a willing empire leads. 

And all are Brethren when the stranger pleads. 



NOTES. 

Note I, page 90, line 22. 

High o'er the lightning's flash, the thunder's shock. 

" St. Bernard's is the highest inhabited spot in Europe. They never have thunder, 
but frequently hear it rolling below them.*' — A Tour to St. Bernard's. 

Note 2, page 93, line 8. 

The Dog speeds onward o'er the pathless waste. 

These sensible creatures, when they meet with travellers who have lost their way, 
will conduct them to the Hospice, leading them by safe paths through the snow. 
They are sent out in pairs, with a keg of wine and a basket of food fastened to 
them. 

Note 3, page 95, line 13. 

Firm (w his fame whose bold and restless mind. 

St. Bernard, the founder of the Monastery. 

Note 4, page 96, line 10. 

To Jove's dread name unhallowed incense rose. 

Near the hospitable Convent of St. Bernard's formerly stood a Temple to Jupiter, 
who might here literally be said to tread the thunder under his feet. 

Note 5, page 96, line 18. 

When Gallia's tyrant led his ruthless force. 

Buonaparte eflfected his passage this way with an army of 70,000 men and fifty 
pieces of cannon. Only one soldier and three horses perished in the imdertaking. — 
Not far from the Convent was fought the celebrated battle of Marengo, where Gene- 
ral Dessaix lost his life and was buried at St. Bernard's. 

Note 6, page 96, line 22. 
Whose fearless soul owned but one master-mind. 
** Master-mind," — The Illustrious Duke of Wellington. 
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I WAS not always in the dignified station which I now 
occupy. In early life I figured on the back of a Goose ; 
my family is one of great antiquity, being descended on 
the mother's side from one of those very geese to whom 
Rome was indebted for her safety, and on the father's, 
from the celebrated Wilbam Penn. Ere our childhood 
had gone by, I, my brothers, and sisters, were cruelly 
torn from the protecting wing of our mother, and thrown 
on the wide world together. We were not long suffered 
to remain in idleness, but were sold to a shopman in Lon- 
don, where I was received under the name of a Quill, and 
finally separated from my relations. In this house I re- 
mained some time, and made many friends. Here it was 
that I first saw, and became enamoured of, and was be- 
trothed to Ink, to whom I was soon afterwards united. 
Here also I became acquainted with my friend and com- 
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panion Knife. He was always very sharp with me, and 
frequently gave me the most cutting reproofs; but injus- 
tice to him I must allow that he was of the greatest use 
to me in refining my shape and appearance. From this 
shop I was carried to a house where I soon discovered 
many of my old friends. I had always a great taste for 
the belles lettres. I had the honour of being frequently 
held in the hand of Pitt, with whom I was a great fa- 
vourite : many of his best speeches were written by me. 
After his death I lay many years neglected in a drawer ; 
till one day I was suddenly brought forth, and by a series 
of accidents, which it would be needless here to repeat, fell 
into the hands of a noted Radical. The first service here 
required of me was to sign a petition for the passing of 
the Reform Bill, a paper tending to the ultimate destruc- 
tion of both Church and State. Having imbibed strong 
Tory principles from my late lamented master, Mr. Pitt, 
I quickly resolved what to do ; I preferred death to dis- 
honour, and I immediately split. 



Duicis amor patricc. 
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